The seed on fertile loam of Nature sowed,
All is not hay, all is not hay, to break,
The yield and profit vie for high full grains,
In their life, some to golden grapes,

Silver beans, platinum reedjotus flowers
But combing fingers sticky and foggy,
In the mind of arrogant and snubbisn,
Find no Adonis, Skylark nor Nightingale.

Sharpen your mind, and finger, turn the page.
The Nature hide in every stanza and page,
To express "innocent is beauty" as
Full heart with full wisdom require,

Ruminate some a "Debris A cradle, a Boast
"Text of Beauty", "Love's lyrical lore
More milestones on indefinite journey
To end the unending stream of thought.

Here and there, thorn and rocks on uneven path
To chop fidelity and integrity,
In life courage rocks thro, dust and pump
On him honour bestow now or later.